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tine, and girlonds of roses, and Sopps in wine," their
Corydons and neat-handed Phyllises, their hay-
makers, rakers, reapers, and mowers waiting on
their Summer Queen, their hey-down-derry of
shepherd lovers in the shade. And always this lovely
time

When Torn came home from labour

Or Cis to milking rose,
Then merrily went their tabor,

And nimbly went their toes

had just passed away. Nobody ever saw this coun-
tryside, but it was always somewhere round the
corner; a turn at the end of a long road, a descent
from some strange hill, and there it might be, shining
in the sun. It is not the perfervid vision of towns-
men, longing for the fields in their wilderness of bricks
and mortar, a revolt against the ugly mechanical
things of to-day, but a dream that would appear to
be as old as civilized man himself, touching men's
imagination when towns were little more than specks
in the green countryside. Poets who lived in the
country, who passed all their days among real shep-
herds and dairymaids, could sing* of this other
country where there was nothing ugly nor any pain
and sorrow, knowing full well that this was not the
land that stretched itself beyond their gates but a
land they had never seen. It is one of the more
homely manifestations of that ideal of unchanging